CHAPTER THREE
The Holy Alliance
To repeat a successful performance is always risky. When the
Allies entered Paris in 1814, the foremost place belonged to
Alexander; but when they entered Paris in 1815, his glory was
eclipsed by that of Wellington and Bliicher, who, without his
help or that of Austria, had finally defeated the greatest military
genius of modern times. However, if earthly glory failed, heavenly
glory was still attainable. About this time, Alexander became
much more religious than he had been.
From various ladies of his acquaintance, he had heard much of
a remarkable prophetess, the Baroness Kriidener. This excellent
lady, now in her fifty-second year, had not always devoted her-
self to the religious life. She had had a gay and chequered
youth, although she assures us that her higher nature never
wholly slept, and that, amid all the luxury and senseless pleasures
of Copenhagen, she remained single and true, and always in
harmony with nature. In 1789 she decided to leave Copenhagen
(where her husband was the Russian Ambassador), in order to
live in harmony with nature in Paris. In a few months,
however, she ran up a bill of £800 with Marie Antoinette's dress-
maker, which, together with other causes, led her to move to
Montpellier.
After the King's flight to Varennes, as he had made use of the
passport of a friend of hers, she felt it prudent to leave France,
which she did in the company of her lover disguised as a valet
She presented him to her husband with a frank explanation, but
the experiment was not a success. *M. de Kriidener,* she remarks
on a later occasion, 'appreciates no sort of domestic happiness;
he is more bent than ever on dinners, visits, theatricals, etc.' In
spite of this insensibility on his part, she lived with him in
Berlin, where he was now Ambassador. She believed that she
brought him good fortune, and that 'God has wished to bless my
husband since my return to him. . . . Why should I not believe
that a pious heart, which prays to God with simplicity and con-

